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A GRAYVE MISTAKE. 
“TI am sorry to say that Poor Papa-has gone to somewhat extreme lengths in his well-meant efforts to advertise his just published ‘ Christmas 
Holidays, whieh is, I hear, creating an absolute furore. Nothing could have been said against his inviting Mr. Barney Barnalo to a quiet little dinner ; 


but that a man of Pa’s position should do so in his official capacily as Public Benefactor is deeply to be regretted. The leading merchants and financiers 
who'had been asked to attend were scantily represented, and the whole affair has created a most disagreeable impression in the City.” —Toorsie. 


DURING THE RECENT GALE. “RUMP-STEAKS AND ETCETERAS.” 
It has lately been a fashion with certain news 
serve up police cases in a humorous style. This how. 


ever, is not new; =e odd years ago Mr. Wight did the 
same thing—not as well. 


printed, 

“There was a little personage in striped cotton trousers 
and blue surtout, calling himself Lieutenant Seaman, of the 
Honourable East India’s Foreign Naval Service, brought 
before G. R. Minshall, Esq., the other night, ona charge of 
having conspired, with two other persons unknown, to 
defraud Mr, John Jaggers, landlord of the Army and Navy 
Coffee House, St. Martin’s Lane, of three pounds of rump- 
steak, one of porter, two bottles of sherry, etc., etc. 
Lieutenant Seaman, when brought before his worship, could 
not keep his perpendicular, and every now and then came 
down with a hiccupping lee lurch on the magisterial tabie, 
‘Stand up, sir,’ said the attending gaoler, ‘Is that the way 
to conduct yourself before a magistrate?’ ‘ /liceup,’ 
replied Lieutenant Seaman, opening his eyes as wide as he 
could, ‘and is that the way to address a British officer? 
Have I the—hiccup—honour of bh Nena Sir Richard 
Birnie?’ ‘No, sie name is Minshall.! ‘I'm sorry for 
that, Mr. Minshall, I wish you had been Sir Richard 


(2) Alter 
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Birnie, because I should have the honour of knowing you, snd 
pe would have known my family to be vastly respectable, and— 
hicoup!' 

* it appeared by the tavern-keeper's statement that the gallant 
lieutenant and two other superb-looking gentlemen came into his 
house that afternoon and ordered ‘rump-steaks and eteetras for 
three.” * And d'ye hear,’ said the lieutenant, ‘let them be done to 
au turn, and served up éustanter. A dish of rump-steaks, full of 
gravy, tender as a chicken, and delicately garnished with fresh- 
seraped horse-radish, was served up ‘eastanter' accordingly, with 
India pickle, a foaming pot of porter, aud all things usually apper- 
taining toa dish of rump-steaks, These things demolished, capital 
Stilton, prime old Cheshire and double Gloucester, with two bottles 
of excellent sherry followed ; and then, as soon as the sherry was 
out, two of the geatlemen bulted without saying a word about the 
Dill. Still the landlord thought the lieutenant would pay, but he 
was deceived, for the next minute the lieutenant attempted to bolt 
also; and so he would have done had net the landlord whipped 
out of his bar as quick a: lightning and caught him by the skirt of 
his blue surtout just as he was crossing the threshold, Thus 
awkwardly placed the lieutenant confessed he had no money, and 
thereupon the landlord consigned him to the care of a constable. 

“His worship now called upon the lieutenant for his defence, 
and the lieutenant replied, ‘It's all very true, and Ul pay on 
Friday.’ He was told that Friday would not do; that he must 

- pay instantly, or be committed to prison, He declared he could 
read ‘come what, come may '—and he was committed accord- 
ingly. 

* We understand,” the writer adds, “ his family is highly respect- 

able and very much annuyed by his eccentricities,” 

Kecentricities is a curious word to apply to such Black iwerd 
conduct, but it was diflicult in those days to know where, in the 
opinion of the fast men about town, a joke ceased to sigh 
Mr. Percy Fitzzood, in his Chronicles of Bow Street Police Office, 
says, speaking of Life in London: “This work furnishes a com. 
plete panorama of the gay gentleman's progress, which appeared 
to consist in defying all authority in the pursuit of pleasure. 
Scuftes with watchmen, seizures of hackney coaches, rows at Drury 
Lane Theatre, general contlict—this was carried out with a certain 
ruthless gallantry and profuse cxpenditure of cash. all which, 
strange to say, secured immunity, and even indulgent treatment, 
at Bow Street. The account of the doings of Tom and Jerry, as 
recorded, seem gross exaggeratiun, but it was really an exact 
account of a curious time.” 

Speaking of Wight’s humorous police reports, he says: “The 
adventures thus described were generally concerned with the 
ro-called ‘Life’ at the theatres, saloons and flash houses. The 
impressivn left is something inexpressibly vulgar.” 


(Neat week, “A Dirty Trick.”) 
— 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—p— 
won rt mapa wishing their MSS. or Sketches to ve returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Altogether wrong, M1s8 ALLAN; Nothing of the sort occurred, 
Many thanks for otter, DoUGH Nut; Billy ought to, like a bird, 
Not at preacnt, thank you, TivFIN; We hare not the apace ta 
spare, diuch obliged, of course, AN OWNER ; Dut we do not think 


e dare, Very seldom, WILLIAM WARDEN, No, we do net, 
H. FL Ki; sf solicitor will teli you. Yea, a guinea, MAGGIE 
May. Very glad to hear it, BARTY. Thanks for relic, TINY 


Mouse. Pleascd to hace you, TIBS ; but ALLY'S Oven relations 
Jill the house, 
—e — 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
Jn Stamps or P.0,0.'8 payable to GALBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpoy, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA Banque. 
—_——_ 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
*, (Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 

“with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Hace: 
Honipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~—_ 
Scene—Football Ground in Midland Town, 

Innocent Stranger, What are they waiting for, can you tell me? 
It’s ten minutes after the time advertised for the start. 

Natice, Yes, J know; but there's no surgeon or ambulances 
arrived yet. You wouldn't have ‘em start the match without, 
wouid you? os 

s 


He, Yes, my book has been put into twelve different languages. 
She, Really—er—why don't you get it translated into decent 
English, *,° 
AN hour I've been in dull dejection weeping, 
But now a thought comes gently o'er me creeping, 
Which to my heart a swift and sudden leaping 
Of great thanksgiving gives. 
“Be brave, my soul! my burning eyes, be tearless ! 
My lot is not the worst, though lone and cheerless: 
1 might have been existing in that beerless 
Domain where Cakebread lives!” 


s 

Tom, You were taken with that prett 1, Dick, weren't you? 
Going to make a match of it? Laced ii 3 if 

Dick, Taken with her? Not much. I knew a trick worth two 
of that. We had separate portraits and then exchanged. They 
don't have me on a bit of toast for no breach of promise businces, 
1 can tell you. *,° 

Simple, It is wouderful to me how cold-hearted the women are 
whom one meets in society. 

Sharpleigh. Nothing wonderful about it, dear boy, They don't 
wear anything over their hearts to keep ‘em warm, 
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fa 
The Colonel, Why not take me tor vetter or for worse, Miss Flighty? We're 
Blike in one respect, at all events, She, And that is—— 
The Colonel, We've both figured in a good many engagements, 


<> 


AT THE CARNIVAL BALL. 
Robert Bruce, What costume should 
1 wear at the next ball ? 

Due of Glo'ster, Chalk your head 
and go as a billiard cue, 


“1 heard this morning that my rich 
uncle was dead.” “ What luck !—ail 
you've come in fur everything.” “Ab! 

wasn't.” 


tee tn 
if ee in 
pra te tI Ny i “ier Gp EA 
yf ity nee he 
Wh En 


a -~Ff- 
“Got you this time, my beauty,” ana the noble and nearsighted sporteman 
bowled over the dinner of the British workman, 


Be 
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Lapper. That was a wonderfully powerful artic) - 
“The uties of Temperance.” I didn't know pose ili Tae 
otaler. zs 


Soakitt, Vm not; I knocked that off while [ was sufferin: fron 
the etfects of the overnight’s booze. That's why it’s written ee 
feelingly. *.° as 


THEY had been talking theatrical gossip as they sat tozet here 
the deepening darkness of a December afternoon, © 1 thin! 1 
should change my name if I went on the stage,” she svid, softh 
For a moment ibere tes fear teens en can do that with- 
out entering the profession,” he whispered, meaningly, , ; 
minutes later she had told him to “ask papa.” Spy uad hve 

es 
a 


Old Gentleman (who has called to pay bill), Five shillinz. {,, 
cleaning a watch seems a great deal of money, AEN 

Watchmaker. How does it zo, sir? 

Old Gentleman, Very fast! very fast, indeed ! 

Watchmaker, Indeed sir! Why I regulated it to make it fy 


slower. 
Old Gentleman, Um talking of the money, not the watch, that's 
all right, *° atc 


Upon a walk went Smith and Brown— 
A ten miles’ walk from town to town, 
And, since the distance them before 
Was seventeen thousand yards and more, 
It beats my arithmetic lore 
To solve the mystery, that, when o'er 
Two thousand yards they'd ta’en their trot, 
They toa “half-way house” had got ! 

s.* 


s 
Counsel for the Defence, But did you not tell the prisoner that 
you doubted his veracity? 
Rustic Prosecutor, Nothin’ o’ the koind. Oi merely told jin, 
"e was a awful liar. *,° 


Brown, 1 didn’t see anything funny in what Smith said. 
Misa Jones, Neither was there. 
Bren, What made Miss Robinson laugh so heartily, then? 
Miss Jones, Why, she has just got a new set of teeth, 
es 
s 
First Wife. My man’s just gone out wild as a hawk ‘cos he ean't 
find any money to spend on beer. 
Second Wite. Where do vou hide it?) Do tell! Mine knows 
every where ‘bout the house, | can’t hide nothin’ from him lone. 
First Wife. Lalways puts it in his own coat pocket, the one as 
hangs up behind the door, and he don’t never look there fur wun, 
ee 
s 


“Look here, Wilkins,” said a doctor tohis boy in buttons, whom 
he had occasion to reprimand, “I can’t stand any more of tho. 
nonsense, you'll have to turn over a fresh leaf.” “All right, sir,’ 
was the witty response, “you shan’t complain of me again, sir; 
Ill be an entirely new page.” 

ae 


Piain Ballet Lady. Well, you may call it decent to have a Jot of 
old rakes always hanging about you sending you presents aul 
things ; I don't, thank goodness, Fam respectable. 

Pretty Ballet Lady. Yes, dear, there's always a certain amount 
of respectability attached tu aye, isn’t there ! 

[And vance again the hairpins flew, 
ace 
On for Oblivion'’s gruesome grip ! 
Oh that the past were a blank ! 
Oh fora plange and a deep, deep dip 
In the waters of Lethe so maak ! 
Oh for some fairy's benignant breath 
To waft me, in dulcet tones, 
The charm that should make me forgetful till death 
Of the fiver 1 borrowed from Jones! 


es 
hd 2 
Tubby (irritably). There—there, ~ dear, that’s enouzh ; don't 
prowes the conversation, please. Oh! why is it a woman wv / 
nave the last word? 
Wifie (xreetly). Don't know, darling, unless it's beenuse she 
always likes to be in “the latest thing.” 
ss 
s 
First Parent.—\ see your son's passed his exam. all right. 1! 
he get through his hospital attendance satisfactorily ! 
Sceond Parent, Oh yes, very fairly. He was only locked ey 
once, and tined twice, during the whole three terms. 
First Parent, Capital! Capital! I congratulate you. 
ss 
s 
“Why docs Mrs. StayJate always call her hushand ‘the desr 
departed’?" “Well, don’t you see, that as old 8S. never cone 
home much before 2 A.M,, it’s her playful way of alluding to hier 
‘late’ husband.” *.° 


JTe. Do you understand French ? 

She. That depends, 

Ile (astonished). How do you mean? F 

She. Why, if it's—er—er—all right I do, but if it’s Zola, I don't. 
s 


s 
“No,” said the dying celebrity, “it isn’t that I'm afraid of death. 
you know ; but the thing that's preying on my mind is the awlul 
lies that will be written about me by ‘One Who Knew Ilim. 
s ¢ 


Pree ung Wife ( proudly). George always says there's no cooking 
ike mine. Re : 
Uncle Crusty (with a disdainful sniff). Does he? Well, he's 
about right there, poor chap. °° 


“TWELVE lines, one inch—t welve inches, one foot :” 
The fact is so in our school-books put 
And thus to a foot, as you plainly see, 
One hundred and forty-four lines there be. 
But our poet's action gives the lie 
To the statement made in those books. 
He sits in his sanctum late ’o nights, 
He guzzles the wines of Gilbey, 
And a thousand lines to a foot he writes— 
If the foot be the foot of Trilby ! 


Kitty. Oh! I wanted to sce you particularly, dear, Is it tr" 
that Ella's gone nearly mad on the cycling craze?! ; 
Maud. Yea, it’s quite right. love ; she’s so infatuated w ith it chat 
we call her Umbrella—Humber Ella, d’ye see? 
ss 


’Cos why? 


bd f 

SLOPER’s Specral Corcapondent (beg pardon, Corrrapond"" 
Will you kindly inform me, sir, as a large employer a 
female labour, why you always discourag® your employes oa - 
getting married in the same manner as the School Board, \! 
forbid it entirely? ‘ he 

Employer of Female Labour, 1 don’t know ansthing, about t 1 
School Board, but, as far as I am concerned, my reason 18 Ta 
have no objection to the girls ered d married, but I invaria iM 
find that in thrce weeks or a mouth they not only want tor ae 
1o work themselves, but they expect me to find a job for ther 
husbands as well. ° 


Female Lecturer (of uncertain age). And now let us ack 
selves the question, what is woman's sphere ! eines 
Voice srom the Hack Seats, Why, Usxhould say womans fear 

the chance of being left on the shelf like you. 


our 
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TOOTSIE AT THE GARRICK. 


IT was, T eink, i. splendid idea of Mr. Willard’s to revive The 
Poofessor’s Lure Story. 3 

This i | y r. J. M. Barrie's, which all of you, 

This isa delightful play of Mr. J. M aig Pregl Pi od 
and see. Whata lovely 
act is the first, where 
Professor Goodwillie 
does not know what is 
the, matter with him, 
nad has not the re- 
motest notion that he 
is only in love; and 
what a lovable charac- 
ter the Professor ia—at 
any rate on the stage. 

Whether these char- 
acters, of whom Charles 
Dickens gave us exam- 
ples, would be cared for 
much out in the stony 
world is an open ques- 
tion, 

In the second, s0 
happy is the Professor 
he is positively boyish, 
and in the third there 
is a gentle chord of 
sadness, which is very 
touching. A good play 
—a right-down good, 
bright, pleasant play, 
without problems or 
ladies with pasts. 

And right well was 
it acted the night I 
went to see it. Mr. 
Willard never had 2 part that suited him better; it is a splendid 
part, and it is splendidly played. London playgoers have not seen 
much of Mr. Willard in comedy, and this, as some critic man says 
somewhere, is the very essence of it. 

Miss Annie Hughes acted charmingly, and in the cornfield looked 
a perfect poem in her simple white dress with the scarlet poppies at 
her waisthand, | Miss Keith Wakeman, as Lady Gilding, was 
well suited, and looked extremely well, and so did Miss Nannie 
Craddock, . 

Mr. H. Cane, Mrs. G. Canninge, Mr. Basset Roe, and Mr. Cecil 
Crofton all acquitted themselves well ; indeed, so capital an all- 
round performance you do not often see, It is capitally staged too, 
wud the cornfield ‘scene, with the winding river and grand 
stretch of country in the distance is the best thing of the kind I've 
seen, 

But 1 have not quite done. There is a comic “ underplot,” as 
they call it, plaved to perfection by Mrs. H. Cane, Mr. F. H. Tyler, 
and Mr. J. H. Barnes, which is splittingly funny. It relates to the 
very matter-of-fact love-emaking of two of the most careful Scotch- 
men who ever 
avoided the waste- 
ful outlay of “sax- 
pence.” The way 
the minds of those 
geod men are 
troubled with 
doubts as to the 
expediency of a 
matrimonial ex. 

wriment with one 
‘itie Proctor, and 
the reluctance of 
either to allow the 
other to get the 
advantage in this 
singularly unro- 
mantic attach- 
mnent, kept the 
audience ina roar 
the whole time 
they are on the 
rhage, 

A play of_ this 
kind must bring 
hack to the minds 
of old playgoers 
recollections of 
Robertson's Caste, 
when it used to be well played, of Craven's Milky White and 
Postboy, of Our Boys by Byron, The Two Roses by Albery, 
and Swrecthea rts by W.S. Gilbert. 

What joy it would be to go and see some of these good things— 
Aseries of them at some small theatre. But would a manager care 
for the risk of short runs, however little the scenery cost and how- 
ever small the salary list? It is doubtful, except, as is the case in 
these “up-to-date” days, he got the unfortunate travelling com- 
nies to embark on the enterprise on the good old share system, 
mherent he could not stand at much loss if the company did the 

ig, 
| wonder, too, how a company of London-bred actors would be 
able to grapple with two new plays a month. They, it is true, 
shuttled, somehow, through about four 2 week when there were 
circuits and stock companies, but those were rough and read 
actors, who followed the action and did not faint at the wings if 
they did not get the cue tothe moment. Of my short experience 
in the “provs” IT could tell some funny tales about the “Bigs,” 
the » Smalls,” and © Middles.” : 


——— 


SOME SORT OF EXCUSE. 


Professor Goodwillie: BE. 8. WILLARD, 


Henders: 


Mn. P. H. TYLER, MR, J. H. BARNES, 


Tene: 
Tsay, what awful language you are nsing, Bob!” “Well, hang it! 'ma 
Connuissiuner for Guths! I'm privileged, ain't 1?" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPERS Plhhs 


PRICE 9}°: PER BOX (50 PILLS). 
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CONGESTION OF THE LIVER. 


456 Edgware Road, W., October 10th, 1895. 
GENTLEMEN—During the last twelve months I 
have suffered with passive congestion of the liver, and 
may say that previously to taking Sloper’s 
was never free Jor twenty-four hours from pain, Lam 
now cured, Very faithfully yours, 


J. HAMILTON BELL. 


Pe ereeest Lear 
la rer farte termes Re 


e 


4 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 90. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
TO safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER ee AFFORD 


edoda 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No ease hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four houra, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs, A, 8S. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
‘ LONDON, 8.W. 
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AN HONEST MBEDIOCINSB. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
9$d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


THE MODERN CHILD. 

THEY had hardly finished tea—high tea, it was, too—on Freddie's 
sixth birthday, when there was a loud ring at_the bell, and good, 
kind uncle Henry came in, with a beautiful blue and gold kk 
under one arm. 

“ Freddie,” said he, when he had wished the little celebrant the 
customary good things, “I think you will appreciate this book 
which contains scores of the most diverting nursery rhymes. How 
do you like this one?” and he proceeded to aloud the remark- 
able adventures of Mother Hubbard and her Dog. 

“Uncle Henry,” said little Freddie, when the reading ended, 
“fam much obliged to you for your pretty present, but can only 
regret your choice of a volume. To tell you the simple truth, 
puerile nonsense of the Mother Hubbard type tires me out! No 
part of the inane fabric of lies, will bear the search-light of truth. 
A dog that could laugh, stand on its head, smoke a pipe, fe a 
cat, dance a jig, ride a goat, read the newspaper, etc., would certainly 
not be content with the bone which he was destined never to get 
because the pecan was bare.” Not much! If he could but 
have cut half these antics, why, even so simple an old fool as 
Mother Hubbard would have got him an engagement at the Oxford 
or the Alhambra, and fed him on raspberry wafers and Bovril, and 
make a te of money out of him. But, of course, it’s all lies; the 
stupid dog couldn't do the bally tricks, and even if he could he 
wasn't to be relied on todo em in public as advertised. What's 
to become of a child that will believe such rot?) Why, he'll grow 
up to be a mug, such as confidence trickstera pick up at railway 
stations, and tleece out of every bob he's got ; he'll be the prey of 
stockbroking sharps and bogus company promoters. And as to 
you adults, who put such awful lies as Jack the Giant Killer, 
Jack and the Beanstalk, etc., into the hands of poor kids that 
would like to learn to tell the truth, but arn't allowed to—why, you 
ought to be precious well ashamed of yourselves!” 

Then little Freddie walked disgustedly away, and they say that 
Uncle Henry's jaw dropped to such an alarming extent that the 
onlookers took it for a case of lockjaw ! 


——— 
AN IMPORTANT INVENTION. 


THEY'RE to be seven and sixpence each, and if they're not worth 
three times the amount, A, SLOPER, “ CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYs” 


provider and public benefactor, will refund the money and’ 


prevent the complainant with a Free Life Pass to the Thames Em- 
nkment, with full dling rights, It’s proposed to call them 
the “Omnibus Comforters,” an 
the following articles : 

1. A small brush with which to remove the slathers of mud 
transferred to one's clothes from the hob-nailed hoots of the four 
and five year old “infants in arms,” whose guardians temporarily 
nurse them while the conductor takes the fares. 

2. A miniature musical box, playing a correct version of “Sweet 
Marie,” to be lent to conductors learning to whistle, to the 
eudangering of the sanity of the passengers. 

3. Change for a sovereign, for the old | lady who tends that coin 
in payment of a penny fare. 

A warrant for the arrest of the big, brutal man, who jumps on 
and elbows his way insidein a wringing wet mackintosh, and half- 
extinguished briar pipe. : 

i. A pair of ear mutts, to be worn to deaden the noises made by 
Persons who are compelled to cat their meals in these public con- 
veyances, 

6. A short sermon on humanity, to present to the “penny fare,” 
who wants the ‘bus stopped half-way up Pentonville Hill. 

7. A new benediction in an Oriental language to hurl at the man 
who has been using intoxicants too freely, who, taking advantage 
of being packed next to you, seeks to discuss the Armenian 
Question with you, 

The“ Comforters” will be ready shortly, and—the sooner the better. 


each one sent out will contain 


’ qt & 
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HIS REVENGE. 


_——— 

Bana! bang! bang! gothe carriage doors. A brief but artis. 
tically arranged whistle solo by the guard. A peremptory “Now 
then, step in there 


class compart. 
ment, the door is 
slammed after him 
impatiently, and 
the long train 
glides slowly out 
of the station. 

The new comer 
busies himself with 
his baggage for a 
few momenta, then 
he turns his face * 
towards the only — 
other occupant of 
the compartment, 
who has___ been 
watching him with 
somecuriosity,and 
now starts vio- 
lently with a look 
upon his face in 


sir, please, if you're ay i | — 
going on,” and the —_ {- | | 
passenger thus ad- ~~, = = } | 
monished jumps = > = | 
nimbly into a first- oe wy” § | 


which amazement, 
fear, and horror 
are strangely 
mingled. 

“ My God, Went- 
worth,” he cries, hoarsely, “you—yew 2 We—er—I thought you 
were dead ; that—that you had died abroad.” 

“You good reason to, Bradwell—good reason. You laid 
your murderous plans well, you and she, and but for the merest 
accident, 1 should have fallen a victim to your black 


treachery. 

“J—1—what do you mean? I don't understand,” stammered 
Bradwell. 

“ Liar,” said the other sternly, yet with scarce a shade of passion, 
“Why, your tell-tale, coward’s face isin itself a confession. Bah ! 
do you think I do not know all?) Do you think I do not know the 
author of the forged letter calling me on a fool's errand to Bliz- 
halla?) Traitor! your very letter, which would have lured me to 
death at the hands of those arch devils, fell into my possession 
through a trifling blunder of your native accomplice, in time to 
save me. Not then did | guess the full measure of your villainy, 
for 1 trusted my 
wife, Bradwell. 

Sut fever seized 
me on my way 
back ; for weeks 
I lay almost at 
death's door ; for 
months I was too 
ill to travel, and 
1 had no means 
of — comimunica- 
tion, Then, when 
at last I returned, 
I saw it all. 
was supposed to 
have perished in 
the Christian mas- 
sacre,and youand 
she had fled.” 

The other mois- 
tened his white 
lips _ nervously. 
“1L—I > married 
her,” he said. 

“T know it,” 
was the response ; 
“it did not take 
He raised his hand, me long to track 

you down when 
T reached England, though it has taken me longer to find this 
opportunity.” He drew from his pocket a small ivory-mounted 
revolver, and the trembling wretch in the corner half started to 
his feet as Wentworth cocked the weapon with an ominous click. 

“Wentworth, m-mercy!"” he cried, weakly. “ You—you don't 
mean to murder me?” 

His companion smiled grimly. 

“ Death seems to have terrors for you,” he said, contemptuously. 
“But you may re-assure yourself,” he continued. “This is the 
weapon with which I intend to kill—myself.” 

Bradwell started, stared, and rapidly recovered his composure. 

“Very kind of you to tell me, I'm sure,” he said, insolently ; “ but 
personally I haven't the faintest objection. In fact, I think it's 
about the best thing you could do.” 

“You're over-hasty,” was the reply. “Listen. Thisis your 
revolver; you lent it to me just before we parted. Death is 
nothing to me now: I welcome it, and I shall shoot myself before 
your eyes, Kool! do you not see the position in which you will be 
placed. Found dead in the carriage with you, shot with your own 
aaa strongest motives fur my death. Villain, escape is 
m possible for you!” 

ie ceased speaking, and, before the other could stop him, had 
thrown down the 
window and 
thrust out his 

head. “Murder! , 
help! pole! oS 
murder!” he 
shouted, and , 
then, just allow. | 
as the half- 
dozen passengers 
who had heard 
his ores to Cer 
a glimpse of his \ 
face, he fell back 
upon his seat as 
though dragged 
back from within. 
He raised his 
hand, and Brad- 
well sprang to- 
wards him — but 
too late. A deaf- 
ening report, a 
lurch forward, a 
huddled heap up- 
on the floor, and 
a thick crimson 
stream flows 
rapelly to the 
very feet of the 
horror - stricken 
spectator of the 
tragedy. . 

The train slackens speed. Someone has pulled the communiea- 
tion cord, Half a minute more, and it runs into a. station 
and stops. A crowd around the door; a chorus of horritie 
exclamations ; a grave-faced doctor making his way throuzh 
the press ; a whispered consultation of officials, and Bradwell, dazed 
and bewildered, is led away—to his doom, 


“Yon had good reason to, Bralwell.” 


To his doom, 


> 
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Mrs. Plumpodaer, Far those the best eggs you've got, my man ? 
Provision Merchant (severely), ¥ es, mew, they har ; thems the 


murmaid is ; “Your father was in a remarkable guod humou: 
” t E. our father was in a al hamoar when he 
Law men me “Golf's the game—there-aie't voother ame! Golf's just started for the City.” = Yeu, maz perhaps it wareneey 
Batre seca Lady Larkington's Letter Mfrs, Plumpodger. Ain't to be beaten? Then won't do Golf! that’s what Golf is, and you can't say that of uv goer forgetting to ask him fur the mouey to buy your new 
to her Mother, fur me, I tell yer’ 1 wants ‘em for a Christmas rar other game, say what you will | 
RATRAP WAS SLIGHTLY ELEVATED. CoE i tere wll Me Stiphted te renter phalegreph fron iho 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS, 


he 3) But he had to when the tyre busted. Ratrap, 

alt 2) And a Sree oe pled ey a; — wae reached lerhe Jrma, is wa;ting to dispatch 
trap returned from the ed Bloate: he 

paper ked tuo much attached ever to let go. . that pup oa journey uumber two, trom which be bus 


my 
. oe 
me 


No, 420,—Miss Cissy LOMA. 
“Command me, dasling ; I am thine till death.” 


= a —The Dook Snovi 
be} ” —Lord Bu: 

Correspondent.” “Golly ' tere won't No pence, no happiness is mine without her. 
then, old man.”  Ne'er was a maid so radiantly lovely.” —The Hun. billy. 


McNAB SWARFES. 
. \ gill we 


ey 


OL 
a T ie f D, 


a 


1) We all know that McN: 
“bye-bye” latel; 


‘ab has not beeu “comfie" in his Dear me!” roared the Elder,“ it's me Uucle Tam's first wife's cousin's half- 
” ve ” 


brither's wraith! What does he want with an innocent like me? 


~~. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

The work i¢ done, the mighty task is o'er: Now may we pause and listen to the roar Of joyous labours now, Well may the wreath of laurel deck his brow. Right well and nobly has-he truly done, 
welcome, undiluted praise, That greets A. SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. Peacil and pen at A nation’s admiration he has won, The World's his audicnee: asthe curtain Jalla, What shouts 
length are laid at rest, For artista, authors, all, have done their best To make the Number the proud of pleasure, what excited calls, Of “Author! author!” there you hear them now, Renewed 
title worth, Of “quite the greatest twopenn'orth on carth.” Well may the Wreck rest from his ane SLOPER makes his bow,” A million voices raise the welcome shout, That SLOPER'S 
CuristMAs HOLIDAYS ts eut——THE SLOPEKIAN SHOWMAN, 


TOOTSIE DAY BY OAY. 


No. 8.--Hrer BICYCLE RIDE. 


NS, 


Bliss Gaytoy. 1 hear yor. have spent a fortune within the last ; 

Visitor (anzious to be complimentary). Ohl is that your two months, Mr. Flatead. Her Second Best Chappie. You ride awfully well; T suppose you bave ridden a lot ? 
husband, dear? I knew he must be handsome, because your Ur. Flateae. Doocid awkward, Mis Gaytop, bit the fact is Tootsie. Oh, no; Tm quite a tyro. 

children are so good-looking, Td require to marry soon or earn my own living Her Second Best Chappie. A pueumatic tyro, eb? 


390 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 
‘Tis done, the mighty task is o'er. the long-hoped-for day has 
come and gone, and “ ALLY SLOPER'S CURISTMAS HOLIDAYS" is 
in the hands of a de- 
lighted public. To give 
any idea of the scene at 
99 last Monday would 
tax the descriptive 
powers of our greatest 
writers—we give it up. 
The rush was awful; 
a strong cordon of 
police vainly endeav- 
oured to cope with the 
eager multitude, and 
trattic was blocked for 
several hours. Things 
are calmer now, and 
this gigantic twopenn- 
‘orth can be purchased 
at any railway book- 
stall “or newsagent's 
* throughout the King- 
dom. {t's selling in 
its thousands; now's 
your chance to secure 
it, *.* 


A GERMAN inventor 
is stated to be hard at 
work on an entirely 
new instrument, de- 
scribed as something 

What have we done tu 


between a trombone and a bassoon, 
deserve this afliction? ee 
s 


Wut is responsible for the childish and particularly uninteresting 
stories constantly appearing concerning the smartness. affability, 
and general cleverness of the German Emperor? As Mr. Vincent 
Crummiles would say, “ How do these things get into the papers?” 


= 

The Divided Way, Mr. 11. V. Esmond’s new play at the 8t, 
James's, is going to be a big success. It's extremely “risky 
nature will prove no bar to its attractiveness ; quite the reverse in 
fact, for the work should win favour if only = reason of two of 
the most striking, most dramatic, most intensely powerful scenes 
ever witnessed upon the boards, The acting is magnificent—there 
is no other word. Mr. George Alexander and Miss Millard soar, 
indeed, to the height of absolute genius, and too much_ praise 
cannot be awarded Mr, Allen Aynesworth and Mr. W. H. Vernon 
for their finished interpretations. Tootsie shall tel] you more 
about it in her illustratec articles later on, 


= 

THE commencement of the Smoking Concert Season! Ah! 
with what delight doth the gay and festive reader hail the 
announcement; what 
visions of nightly 
orgies, what floods of 
Special Scotch, what 
oceans of various Cc 
tipples does it conjure 
up? Not that all 
smoking concerts are 
“liquory” affairs, far, 
far from it, of course ; 
but there are functions 
of this character which, 
like those of the Rum- 
fouzler’s Club, develop 
into a very wet even- 
ing indeec 5 

* 


THE Age-Worn 
Fditice has this day 


the * Award of Merit” 
upon Will Tootell, be- 
cause he can rattle his 
Bones,“ Feyther,” re- 
marked the Cerulean 
Orbed, “you've done 
the right thing this 
time, no error. Will 
is a slap-up comedian 
and a fust-class humorist and mimic, and the Bolton lads think a 
lot of ’im, I tell you. If ever you're down that way drop into the 
Union Arms Hotel, in Deane Road, and ‘ave a gargle, ’e’s sure to 
treat you.” And the Aged thanked his offspring for the well 
meant advice, and promised to look up the new F.O.S, at the very 
earliest opportunity. * 


WE are sorry to hear that Adelina Patti has cut up quite nasty 
because “The Ghost of Mildew Hall” was not dedicated to her. 
She says she neverexpected such a slight from ALLY, The Wreck's 
awfully sorry, but really, Addie, he quite overlooked it at the time. 


s 
SURPRISE is expressed in many quarters that Prince Henry of 
Kattenburg should have joined the Coomassi Expedition. Very 
probably the poor chap thinks that even Ashanti will be peace and 
quietness after what he's gone through at Court. 


A LADY sounds a note of warning in the columns of a mornin 
paper against the employment of good-looking servants. “ We al 
like to have them about the 
house, of course,” she writes, 
“but just when we have taught 
them their duties, and our ways, 
off they goto marry the police- 
man, the baker, or the grocer's 
young man.” Very annoying, of 
course, but human nature after 
all. The only obvious remedy 
is to employ only extremely 
ugly maids, and what would the 
master of t! e house say to that? 


s 

AMONG the many notable 
events of the Flat Racing Season 
which came to a close last week, 
was the marked inability of the 
Skunk to credit his popular 
owner with winning honours. 
There is no truth in the state- 
ment that the animal has 
changed hands, for the simple 
reason that there's nobody mug 
enough to buy him. 


THE ladies’ twelve days’ bi- 
cycle contest drew big crowds to 
the Royal Aquarium, where, by- 
the-bye, they have a very tine 
variety show on just now. Don't 
forget to look in at the earliest 
opportunity. » ¢ 

s 


THE Most-Frequently-Kicked-Out-Man in Europe is keenly 
interested in the intelligence that_a new ambulance will very 
shortly be adopted by the police. The Wreck is occasionally in 
that condition when the frog's march is altogether ineffective, 
and a litter of some sort the only thing to get him to chokey,. 
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weal 
THE Empire—dear ig aap yah egg on! re on acho J 


again, ever since it 
from the ballet girl to the 
managing and 


TB, 
Messrs. Hitchens and Slater 
wear smiles of calm content. 
Miss Alice Atherton is a 
irhoagoag ge attractive — 
tion to the ‘ 
which is well, a 
s 

THE disclosures in the 
“World's Great Marriage 
Association ” case show that, 
despite what cynics say to the 
contrary, there are still young 
men about who value their 
attractions at next to gerbe 3 
That a milliner's clerk, dark, 
tall, nearly twenty, and, more- 
over, “military - looking,’ 
earnin , too, the stupendous » 
sti of ten shillings weekly, 
Bon boaid, should offer to 
throw himself away ona lady ¢ 
with a paltry £100 a year, is 
alone remarkable; but when * 
a working engineer, capable of 
obtaining 14. 4d. per hour,and =~ 
the patentee of “two valuable ~~ 
inventions,” is content to — 
sacrifice himself on almost 
anybody with £1,000 per 
annum, we cannot, we really - 
cannot, help asking, “1s such unassuming modesty possible?” 

ss 


s 

IF you want an amusing game at cards, buy “ District Mes- 
sengers.” It is quite new and original, and has an educational 
flavour about it. It can be obtained for One Shilling, at 2 Bishop's 
Court, Chancery Lane, E.C., and at nll District Messengers’ Offices. 
It you get two packs, you can play at “Chivy” and “ Match- 
making,” as well ns “ District Messengers.” A. SLOPER strongly 
recommends all three games. He has found great mental relief 
from them all after a hard day's fag at “The Sloperies,” or after 
one or two extra at the Spotted Cow, 


s 
Goon old Joe Vickers, of “The Old Wheel,” Coventry, is getting 
= a big thing. Vickers’ Great All-England Tippler Pigeon 
Show will be held at “The Old Wheel,” Le er Row, Coventry, 
on January 18th and 20th, and everyone of note will send in. 
pone: Gurden and Co., proprietors of Sloper's Pills, are giving a 
Sup. 8 
s 


THE Manxrman should certainly revive the fortunes of the 
Shaftesbury Theatre, und go a very long way towards making 
those of Messrs. 
Waller and Mo- 
rell, who are res- 
ponsible for the 
production of 
this dramatic 
adaptation of 
Hall Caine's 
famous book. 
Few novel readers 
who are not fami- 
liar with the 
story, and it is 

less, then, to 
say more than 
that the adaptor 
or adaptors have 
well preserved all 
the elements of 
romance attach- 
ing to the cele- 
brated work, that 
the story has lost 
but little in 
dramatization, 
and that the piey 
is magnificently mounted and acted superbly by Mr. Lewis Waller, 
Mrs. Florence West, Mr. James Fernandez, Mr. C. H. Brookfield, 
Miss Kate Phillips and the rest of a powerful company. 

s 


WE have authority for asserting that “the well-known journalist 
who recently was offered and refused the honour of knighthood,” 
was not the Eminent. *.* 


THE Duke of Cambridge is still working his way through the 
series of farewell banquets given in his honour, but he's a very 
long way off the finish yet, poor chap. There is some talk of 
lag ena cir understudy to the late Commander-in-Chief, and 
we hear that the Honourable has offered to accept the position on 
purely nominal terms, 


—_—»e——— 


HE'S IN THE GUARD-ROOM NOW. 


Drill Sergeant. Stand at ease!!! ae 
Private Mulligataway, Stand at ease, ycr fuol! How can I stand at ease with 
me corns shooting like whole reziments of suldiers !!! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


4 CALENDAR FOR THE WERK KNDINO DecewsER lira, 1995 
—— az 
8th December, 1857.—Moncrieff, a : 
$e eerie skeen wens ero 
ohn ison Morton, author of “ See 
on a hundred other pieces, PE smd 'Cox; 


December, 1832.—Young Joe Grima’ 
immortal “Joey,” died this day. He had eed score diese the 
ie ant had been a cause of great anxiet and distress tok, 


10th December. 1586.—That clever, 
withal miserable woes) Queen Elizabeth, Soe seh 
warrant for the execut.., ot Mary, Queen of Scots, 


1lth December, 1716,—Charles Radcliffo, brother ¢ 
; ter i . f the 
eons ddd a ail this day escaped from Newgate and «. 


2th December, 1653.—Cro 1 teenie 
“ Praise God Barebones ” Aue eae oer dissolved the 


13th December, 1806.—Madame Catalani, the E : 
Nocturnal Song,” made her first appearance yy Pa Empress of 


14th December, 1835.—Braham this day opened th. st 
James 8 Theatre. Here George Augustus Sala‘s mother Apperred, 
and Charles Dickens, then a dandy of the first water, wrote oc on 
two small pieces for the house, et ait 


———_>—__———. 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
No, 5.—Touciuixa “A. 8. C. HI.” 
“Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious summer,.”—SHAKESP EA ice, 


rich art bite moping mournfully, 
nd mocking Fortune scornfull 
And ienoentin thornfully me 
Thy flesh with wild impatience— 
Have sobs of anguish shaken thee, 
Does all the sad heart ache in thee, 
Hecause ill-luck’s o’ertaken thee 
In business speculations? 
Why, then, in that case— 
Go, purchase “ ALLY SLOPER's Cars. 
Tmas HoLmpays,” thou mummer, 
And tind the winter of thy dis. 
Content made glorious summer ! 


And has thy sweetheart jilted thee ? 
Has some strong fighter * wilted ” thee? 
Has fierce collision tilted thee 
From railway train with fury? 
Or hast thou unsuccessfully 
Beeu backing horses fully ? 
Or fared, perchance, distressfully 
At hands of judge and jury? 
Why, then, in that case— 
Go, purchase “ ALLY SLOPER’s Cunris- 
TMas HoLipDAys,” thou mummer, 
And find the winter of thy dis- 
Content made glorious summer ! 


Have toothache's torments tortured thee? 
Has cycling scorcher scorchered thee ' 
Or, in a country orchard, thee 
Has some big bull-dog bitten? 
Has dark Misfortune stepped by thee, 
And left some trouble (wept by thee) 
Which in thy breast is kept by thee, 
Unspoken and unwritten? — 
Why, then, in any and every caze— 
Go, purchase “ ALLY SLOPER's CHRkIs- 
Houipays,” thou mumuer, 
And find the winter of thy dis- 
Content made glorious summer ! 
_-———— 


PROVING IT TO HER. 


A BETTER matched couple, after three years’ running in double 
harness, you couldn’t have found in the whole of Chiswick ; sud 

et she'd one leetle fault that he had striven in vain to break 

er of. It was Penny Novelettes, 

“ Dolly,” said he, “ you know how much I love you, how hard | 
work to keep you in Juxury according to our station, and how 
grieved I should be to say one word, that would wound veur 


and near 


lous, 1 t 
day signed Te 


Zot 


. feelings. All tne same, it hurts me to find you taking an absorbinz 


interest in a female fool who blinds, mutilates and savages hersll 
for no earthly reason.” 

“ What do you mean, Edward?” 

“ Precisely what I say, dear.” 

“T am sure I know no such person.” 

“You do.” 


wife 
right. Ihave been a fool! Sling A/ashed and 


A GRAMMARIAN. 


It was the old, old story that the police-court reporters are 
absolutely sick of hearing. The prosecutor, 2 countryman, got Int! 
conversation with the prisoner in a public-house hard by the big 
railway terminus, who told him he had just come into a very wirs- 
pected legacy. He wished to do good in the world, and was gui''s 
to give it all away in charity. Invited to become one of the ates 
tributors, the prosecutor, in order to show his confidence in the 
prisoner, pa with his purse—. ae pees 

The magistrate here stopped the case, and, pdjusting his es 
glasses and gazing sternly at the prisoner, he asked : 

“What do you do for a living, prisoner?” ’ ers 

The prisoner smiled ina bland way and shrugged his shoul! y 
“Just fancy, in these days of education, too!” he soliloqu~ i 
half to himself and half tothe court. “ Here is n man set ue i 
judgment over others, recompensed by a priterly wage of t 1s 
thousand a year, whose grammar would disgrace an urchin 1: 
charity school.” ia 

“What do you do for aliving?” thundcred the beak, who | 
clearly not heard the prisoner's remarks. 

“Really, your worship,” said the prisoner, i : 
grammar's too awful ! n't you know that ‘what’ can neve 
a synonym for ‘whom’ ?” ee 

When the roar of laughter (which was immediately suppt 
died away at the back of the court the worthy stipendiary =" /) 
was absolutely the worst case that had ever come before hit. ne 
gave the wretched grammarian five years penal, withyut | 
option, 


nityingly. ye" 
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BLACK-EYE-DOLL-ATRY 
THE flaxen-haired doll 
We were wont to extol, 
With its big blue eyes and its vacant 
eniile, 
Tut ‘tis now Comme-il-faut 
With Society and Co., 
Tochoose its dollies in another styie. 
Though divinely fair 
All the old dolls were, 
With the mild expression we can 
ne'er forget. 
They are not a la mode, 
Savs Society's C 
Each Doll must now be a bold 
Brunette. 


Doth this portend 
That there's now an end 
Of the beauteous blonde in the 
grown-up girl ? 
Will the rule be rife 
To select your wife 
Only from oo who are black of 
cur 


Hate girts mast 

‘air girls must go 

And dye chelt tresses as black as jet— 
Meanwhile, ye tots 
Who have dolls in lots 

Must have each re-coloured as a bold Brunette. 


ee 


A MORE APPROPRIATE SIGN. 

THE poor victimized Johnny who had been putting up for the 
past few days at the Star and Fleece, sat in the dreary, comfort- 
less coffee-room surveying his newly-presented bill with a particu. 
larly lengthy countenance. It wasn’t so much the big total that 
cinsed hinv'to pull a long face, for he wasn't the sort to object to 
pay for value received ; but what really riled him was the swindle 
ofitall. Here had he been suffering every discomfort of the worst 
conducted hotel he had ever had the misfortune to put up at—cold, 
draughty rooms, smoky chimneys, bad fires, wretched food, a 
worse attendance, and now that he could stand it no longer, they 
had planted him for a little bill very nearly double what he would 
have been asked at the Brighton Metropole. 

“LT say, look here, you know,” he burst out at length, aggravated 
berond endurance by the always hateful thought of having been 
had, and the bland, self-satisfied expression of countenance upon 
the face of the waiting Boniface ; “look here, you know, isn’t this 
rather stitf,eh?” 

“stiff, sir; no, sir! our 
usual charges, I assure you, 
air. 
“Oh, nonsense, man; 
you don’t mean to tell me 
vou treat everybody like 
this?) Why, confound it, 
you'd never get anyone to 
stop in your house a second 
time 

“That's our look out, 
sir,’ said the landlord, 
with attempted dignity ; 
“gentlemen never objects 
to pay what we asks ‘em.” 
This was meant for a cut- 
ting allusion that he was 
beginuing to — entertain 
grave doubts whether his 
present guest could pro- ~ 
perly be included in the category. 

Then the victim lost his temper. “ Look here, fellow,” he said, 
sternly; “I don’t want any of your confounded insolence, you 
know. Since pee force me to it, I call this bill a downright 
imposture, nothing lesa. It’s Sone miserable grub, and wretched, 
comfortless old barn, that’s driven me away, and you add insult to 
injury by sticking me like this. However, take your confounded 
money, and be hanged to you!” . * * 

The following day was to be an important one in the little town. 
The Mayor of the neighbouring borough was coming over to open 
« flower show or something, and heaps of people from the sur- 
rounding districts were expected. In the dead of night, however, 
two figures might have been observed stealing quietly through the 
deserted streets, And the one who carried a fadder bore a marked 
resemblance to the victimized guest of the inn, and the other, who 
bore a paint-pot and brush, looked uncommonly like the sign 
miinter of an adjacent village. 

Mince host of the Star and Fleece was early away to the scene of 
the festivities, but when he returned shortly after noon he was 
much ata loss to account for the enormous crowd that surge 
around his doors. What could it all mean? these roars of laughter, 
these shouts of merriment, and why was everybody staring up so 
persistently at his sign-board that swung creaking in the wind at 
the top of its tall post? Eh, why, what the dev—, what on earth 
was all this? That was his sign, right enough, but by the skilful 
addition of a few letters it now read as under : 


“Go ewe crea acreage’) 
(Ce es oy TURN —— 
z "now S 


THE 
STARVE AND 
FLEECE 'EM. 


And it was to that alteration that he attributed his insolvency, 


when very shortly after hi interestit 
leading orton Baskeepants mre! wader the Sater 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued.) 
0, 4.—Tnovsens PATCH, EXTRACTED FROM THE TROUSERS SEAT OP 
THE LATE LORD ALFRED TENNYSON, AND TUE SCISSORS WICH 
COMMITTED THE BREACH, 


N 


The first-named Reli 
lc, unlike 

oe = naad isoes not bear on ite | 
ne worthy a from which it was shorn; but w 
ink marks upon it, caused, it 
ifter eriting “Come into’ the rderous 
ae a ee severance, it will be observed, are of a particularly mu 

heen one of real dat tion, had the trousers been occupied at the time, would have 
“Oh scisors {" ppece ANd might have caused the bari in his anguish to cry 

le The pattern of the Patch is in itself a poem, 
(To be continued.) 
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THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—S— 


20, MERIDIAN PLACE, CLIFTON, BRISTOL, 
November 25th, 1895. 

My Dear ALLy,—It affords me great pleasure in writing to 
thank you for the “ Award of Merit” sent. Iam greatly pleased 
with it, and prize it more than anything else I possess. I have had 
it put over my desk in my Sloper’s study, and gaze upon it day and 
night. What cold weather we are having. Thank you so much 
for the bottle of special sent ; it has cured my influenza, Again 
thanking you, | remain, yours very faithfully, 

VILLIAM F’, JACKSOX, F.O.8S, 
(pee ee 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 


MY FIRST KISS, 

IT is impossible for me to convey to your pages, dear Diary, the 
extraordinary sense of astonishment that overpowered me at the 
sight of Blanche Fairleigh standing alone in the moonlight. For 
a few moments {| was absolutely dumb with amazement, then 
= for the eake of breaking the silence than anything else, t 
Bald: 

“Is that you, Miss Blanche?” 

“Hush, please,” she whispered back. “Of course it is. You 
needn't be afraid : I don't luok like a burglar, do 1?” 

“Not at all.” | replied, rather stiffly, for her reflection on my 
courage was quite uncalled for ; “ not at all; only yourappearance 
naturally astonished me. I'll go and waken aunt.” 

“Stop, Septimus !" she cried. “ You silly boy ! you mustn't do 
anything of the kind. I won't hear of your aunt being disturbed 
after He tiring evening. Come down quietly, and let me in 
yourself, 

“ But how did you come to be locked out?" I asked, for I was 
still bewildered with the whole affair. “We all thought you were 
in your room with the toothache.” 

“Septimus, I'm surprised at you,” said Blanche, severely. “ How 
can you stand there in your nightsh—in your night attire argu- 
ing with a lady? It’s hardly decent, Septimus. Come down and 
let me in at once, you rude boy !” 

Seeing that she must have some special object in view, I noise- 

@ lessly unlocked iny door, and crept softly down stairs. But it was 
not till I reached the hall that [ saw that in my confusion I had 
neglected to put on even a pair of trourers. Back I crept to my 
bedroom again, all the while in an agony of fear lest the creaking 
stairs should awaken Aunt Keziah. Hastily assuming certain 
necessary garments, I once more descended, unbolted the door, 

and let Blanche in. 

“ However did this happen?” I asked, as we stood together in 
the darkness of the hall. 

“Oh, it’s all the fault of your stupid early hours,” said Blanche, 
irritably, and somewhat ungratefully, I think, after all the trouble 
1 had taken for her. “My tooth came on to ache so dreadfully 
that T could bear it no longer, and had to go out in search of a 
dentist tu pull it out, Goodness knows how far I haven't had to 
tramp in this silly neighbourhood before I could find one! But I 
never expected to find you back already ; your lecture must have 
been over early. And now I think I'll go up to my room; but 
promise me one thing, Septimus.” 

“ What is that?” 1 asked. 

“That you'll say nothing of this to your aunt. I—J don't think 
she'd seyeovs of my being out so late unescorted, and I don't want 
to offend her during the little time 1 have to stay here now. There, 
promise me now, there's a dear boy, and ['ll—I'll——” 

“What?” I queried, eagerly. 

“ Let you kiss ine good- night,” she said softly, aud doubtless with 
a blush that it was too dark to see. 

Oh, dear Diary ! never shall I forget the delight of that moment! 
Gathering her in my arms, I |, not one, but two, three, four 
—I know not how many—kisses upon her soft, warm lips, until 
_ broke from me with a little low laugh, and ran softly up the 
stairs. 

Like one in a drenm I made my way to my room, and sank down 
upon the bed. My heart throbbed tumultuously, my hair was on 
fire. The contact with those luscious lips had roused my slum- 
bering passions, and I felt—I knew—that J lored, 

(To be continued next week.) 


JUST OUT. TWOPENCB. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst a wealth of guod things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. Thomas, 


* ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SPREAD.” 
A Story by CLO. GRAVEs, 
“TEE LOST CHRISTMAS.” 
A Comic Song by RICUARD MORTON and ANGELO A, ASHER, 


“THE GHOST OF MILDEW HALL.” 


A Cartoon by W. F. Tnomas, 
“THE °NEW’ MRS. SLOPER.’’ 


And a Splendid Drawing oy HAL Lu pLow, 


**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’’’ 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


THE LAND OF DROWSYHED. 
“A pleasing land of drowsyhed it was.” 
—THOMSON's “CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.” 

CRUEL, O Nature, thou hast been ! 
Making of me, in thy wayward spleen, 
A creeping cripple of hideous mien 

Whom all men see with dread. 
But times there be when I ‘scape thy thrall, 
Times when I cease like a worm to crawl ; 
And wander, manly and brave and tall, 

In the Land of Drowsyhed ! 


Close hast thou clung to me, 0 Pain! 

Clasping me with an unseen chain, 

And wise physicians have sought in vain 
To snap its scorching thread, 

int times there be when thy form I feel 

Crushed and broken beneath my heel, 

And with somewhile pleasure my senses reel 
In the Land of Drowsy hed ! 


* Sore, O Death, I have felt thy smart, 

Since stricken down by thy ruthless dart 

Was the only creature on earth whose heart 
Had love upon me to shed ! 

But times there be when I rob thy tongue 

Of the triumph-song thou hast o'er me sung, 

While my mother’s arms are around me flung 
In the Land of Drowsyhed ! 


eee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
CoNnJURING Trix : Bertie beseeching Beatrice to marry him. 
“S1c(K) transit” : Conveying a patient to the hospital. 

Mem. from St. James's Theatre.—“ The Divided Way”: The 
new woman's way of wearing her skirt. 

“Your usual signature, please, McGooseley!" “Impossible, 
sir, impossible! I'm sober just at present! !” 

SATURDAY Afternoon Tea(m) Meetings : Football matches, 

THE Only Point No Jury Ever Disagrees On : That jurors ought 
to be well paid for their services. 
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THE BRIGANDS. 
CHAPTER XII. 


THE seven new recruits to the mesmeric band were not ony 
willing but anxious that they should get to sleep as soon as possible. 


Some most delightful experiences, 


Of the seven three were asleep in three minutes, and the other four 
were over in an additional two minutes, There had been eleven 
men present when the experiments were begun, and now nine 
of thexe were under mesmeric control. 

The band of brigands only numbered eighteen altogether. 

For the amusement of the only two of an audience that remained 
Carolus put his patients through most delightful experi i 
Food had on several occasions of late been scarce in the brigands’ 
retreat, and Carolus fed his companions at the most delizhtful 
banquets. They quaffed wine of the finest quality, praixed the 
fruits they were eating, and altogether made the teeth of the little 
audience water in envy ot their enjoyment, Carolus was ful 
not to allow them to do anything that was undignitic One or 
two of them were men who if they suspected they had been 
caused to make fools of themselves woutd not have hesitated to 
bore a hole with a knife in the stomach of the experimentalist, and 
Carolus Luigi Correggio had enough respect for his future career 
to avoid this if possible. Therefore he gave the hypnotised as good 
a time as his imagination could compass, and then he gently 
awakened them to the stern realities of life in whict 1 the 
glories of brigandage could only be successful by diligence and 
hard work. 

Then Cor. 
reggio returned 
to the prison of 
his fellow con. 
spirator, 

“LT could not 
help mesmeris- 
ing the others,” 
suid Correggio, 
timidly, fearing 
that he had 
overstepped hig 
instructions, 

“T meant you 
to mésmerise 
them,’’ saic 
Peter Smith, 
blandly. “I ex. 
pected they 
would scott 
your power and 
would putthem- 
selves in your 
hands as a test.” 

“Then I did 
not do wrong!” 

“You did 
right, my boy, 
‘Correggio returned to the prison. just as [wanted 

you todo, Now, 
how many are there in this villainous band of ruffians?” 

“ Eighteen,” said Correggio. 

“The boss scoundrel of the business brings up the respectable 
total to nineteen, and yourself off that total makes eighteen once 
more.” 

“You are right,” said Correggio, as he grasped the simpite 
calculation. F 

- Well, then, nine of that eighteen have been mesmerised ?” 

ty es.” 


“ And the other nine?” asked Peter. 

“Were on duty, except Bolero, of course, who was away.” 

“ Courting your best girl, probably.” 

“No, 1 fancy it was the second best girl he'd be after,” said 
Carolus, with a smile, 

“Oh, then you're cured of your infatuation in that quarter, are 
you? but I suppose you intend to stick to the other?” 

“Yes, I like her better the more often 1 think of her.” 

“Then the best way to get your infatuation cured will be to get 
you married to ner_as soon as possible.” sad the cynical Peter 
Smith, “so you had better complete your job.” 

“Complete the job/” said Carolus, in some doubt as to the 
prisoners meaning, 

“Yes, complete the job. Mesmerise the other eight scoundrels 
to-morrow 
night.” 

“Then you 
want them all 
mesmerised?” 
said Correggio, 
with some won- 
der in his voice. 

“Every man 
aud mother’s son 
of them,” said 
Mr. Peter Smith, 
with much calm- 


ness, 

“And Bolero?” 
asked Carolus, 

“Oh, never 
mind him, There 
is litllechance of 
your getting a 
chance of putting 
hocus-pocus on 
himI doubt. Vl 
look after him.” 

“You? you 
never see him,” 
said Curolus, 

“Oh, that's all 
right. Get your 
share of the mat 
ness properly 
performed to- 
morrowat any time, and I'll have atalk with Dolero in the evening.” 

“A talk with him?” 

“Yes, and I'll settle a little account with him, too, or I sm 
mistaken, Cut away, my boy.” 

(To be continued next weck.) 


“Cut away, my boy.” 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 406,—THk Lon Mayor, F.03. 


“It is with * than onlinary sense of gratification that 
we herewith he usual weekly widi tu our historical 
gallery, aml present our readers with a life-like likeness of Sir 
Walter Wilkin, the Chief Mayistrat this wreat city. Sir 
Walter and A. Storen are old friemls, for since our hero first 
began to interest himself in Civie affairs, the Eminent has 
always kept a fatherly eye upon him, aml long age predictet 
the dignity to which his profégé has at leneth risen. The 
Wreck has a fairly extensive acquaintance amony the Metro- 
qolitan beaks, ont there is no one by whom he woult sooner be 
fined ten bob and costs, or discharged with : wh 
Sir Walt sovcupied his exaltet posit) me, 
he has al ly shown that he is fully caps fillince it with 
dignity and ability, Chiefly because he's our principal beak he 
Was created F.OS., aml the Sloper * Award of Merit’ presented 
to him November 9th, 1895," —Lebrett Improved 


n 


“ Well, old man, how are you?” “ Poorls.” “And you deserve 
2 it richly! Ha, hat” 


GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH. 


Dook promised this irl half-a-dozen things from his 


family jewels, but when she tried to pop them and found they were 
only paste—well, Suovkv did have a rough time of it for a bit. ‘ 


Mawi, Mistress is ucarly rewly, sir; she is just putting her 
body on, 

Visitor, Then tell her on no account to hurry for me—I can 
wait until she has her leys on. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
No. 3.—Miss TOOTSIE SLOPER, 


This clever and charm- 
ing bu jue actress was 
bers my iliew Carts 
aml w presented to 
the prow! author of her 
heing by the monthly 
nurse, he then and there 
declared that she shoubkl 
fo on the stage, and at 
once wrote to F, B. Chat- 
terton offering her scr- 
vices as the baby in the 
harlequinade in his next 
Drury Lane Pantomime ; 
but as her parent de- 
manded £50 a week and 
share, exclusive of stout 
and Robb’s biscuits for 
mother and child, the 
offer was declined. Mirs 
Sloper made her first 
appearance on the stage 
when but six, as a frog 
in the pantomime of Little 
Jack rat; or, Harle- 
quin Maddock and the 
Enchanted Kipper. Yor 
some time after this shg 
was resting, in conse- 
quence of the School 
Hoart man summoning 
Mrs, Sloper to compel her 
attendance at the Batter- 
sea echools, Still she was 
not idle, and when twelve 
years old we find her hard 
at work between school 
hours, mastering the in- 
tricacies of the “long 
leg” and other steps, to 
the piano-organ accom- 
taniment of that accom. 
plished musician, Signor 
Garlici, from Italy. She 
did not return to the 
stage until her studies 
were completel, when, 
after playing a series of 
thinking parts, she, at 
the age of eighteen, spoke 
her first line on the open- 
ing night of that famous 
house of nergy Miah 
Royal Frivolity Theatre. 
It was on that occasion 
that Lord Bob was intro 
duced to hee by her 
anxious father, with the 
happiest resuits, for in a 
very short time they 
were betrothed. Since 
then Miss ‘Tootsie Sloper 
has receive many offers 
of marriage from Princes 
of the Blood to gallery 
boys, but trne woman 
that she is, she prefers 
remaining stealfast to her 
tirst aristucratic love. It 
is the intention of this 
beautiful actress to retire 
from tl stage tire 


Professor, Can you chortle A, my 
Débutante, Rather, you old fright, 5. 


“Not drunksh, man, Been—hir! 
—an’ got h 
wachmatter |” 


yP-hypnotised, thatch 


TAA. Sloper iu one of the 
7) charming costumes she 
A will wear in the forth- 
— 7 coming Christmas piece 
at the Frivolity. 


See 5 ral 
ROMEO AND JULIET (Up to ate). 
A December Idyl. 


AGED 18, PRESENT Day, 


A REBUFF. 


INTERESTING REMINISCENCES. 
“ But Jobn here was always the flirt of our family.” “Oh! dear me, 
yes! The girls were always running after him, and he was alwys 
running after the girls!" 


DIFFERENT POINTS OF VIEW. fe 
“1 can't come out to-day, Bob; I've had a beastly head on me Hs 
three mornings running.” “Wucky dog! Why, I haven't had a sink 
one for the last three months.” 
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Visitor, It’s a tine day to-lay. 
Village Worthy. Wha's finin’ fau’t wae the day? Man, you kin'o’ folks wid fa’ oot wae 
a stane wa'l 


TT 


